(Ruckertlieder of Gustav Mahler, p. 2) 


Communication and palliation and artists are indeed pigs and 

on occasion they do take wing and the creation of art is liberation 
and Michelangelo said that he merely freed the already existing 
form from the marble and "Coleridge" is free. I gave him liberty. 
I freed his form from the New York Times of Sunday, March 10, 
1974, I ama liberator. "Coleridge" soars in L'Aire, he is 

here. Yet he is not here. He is with Gaudier-Brzeska's "Bird 
Swallowing a Fish," with the "Liebestod," with Emma Bovary, with 
Donald's streams of consciousness, with Petrushka, with Trebbe's 
poems, with Margot Channing, with the "Pathétique," with the model 
animals created by Poulenc. But if he is with them, then he must 
be here, for they are. My dictionary--the "thin paper" 1959 
edition of Webster's New Collegiate Dictionary, based on the 
second edition of Webster's New International Dictionary--contains 


there. They are there, but I cannot see them. Eliot, Chekhov, 

and James knew they were there. That is why they exist. I freed 
"Coleridge," James freed Isabel Archer, He did so by arranging 
given words in a particular order. He put the word "Under" before 
the word "certain" before the word "circumstances" before the word 
"there" before the word "are" before the word "few" before the word 
"hours" before the word "in" before the word "life," and so on, 
and Isabel Archer, in a sublime moment, was born. The arrange- 
ment of words arrived at by James in The Portrait of a Lady repre- 
sents a conceptual form. The words "Donnybrook Fair donor Don 
Quixote donsie don't donzel doodle," do not represent a conceptual 
form, at least not at the moment. Someday they may. James freed 
a conceptual form from a sequence of words. He created a novel, 
Communication and palliation and liberation and Parade Harmonies: 
A Dialectical Self-Portrait was freed from several thousand years 
of diachronic history. Creation and the Lindenbaum and "Der hat 
seine Blüten tiber mich geschneit--da wusst'ich nicht, wie das 


Leben tut, war Alles, Alles wieder gut! Ach, Alles wieder guti 
Alles, Lieb' und Leid, und Welt, und Traum! Creation: Palliation. 


(L'Aire: 9-26-75) 





